W                        HARVEST FROM THE DESER1

fresh milk and curds created an illusion of country
plenty in a strange new place where the world
thought only of coins.

When Daulat Ram was a Police officer,
scrupulous conduct and economic living had not only
helped him to remain honest, and proof against the
temptation of bribes* but had also helped him to save*
The meagre store of gold, however, soon began to
wear thin in the city streets, and soon the search
for a livelihood became the problem of problems.

His good knowledge of Persian and his skill
as a calligraphist stood him in good stead when
it came to taking up a new profession. One day,
when he was walking round the District Courts, he
heard of some new work. The Courts wanted i
copyist, and Daulat Ram easily excelled his fellow-
aspirants in the art of writing. The job was in hit
hands.

Daulat Ram, however, had divided loyalties*
and though his hands worked diligently in the
dusty courts* his heart was with God Every
morning he would walk the marble pavement, by
the still tank, to hear the morning music of the
Golden Temple, and whenever he could, the even*
ing hours also saw him again on the cool pavement*
on his way to prayers. Sometimes, perhaps, there
flashed across his bnun that saying * the Church
covers its domes with gold arid leaves its sons to
starve," but devotion brought its own reward, and
the supreme joy he felt in the Darbtr Sahib